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into all sorts of places (where they have no business)
and come out of them with all kinds of spoil. This
story, and one other, not in this volume, are all the
spoil I brought out from the centre of Africa, where,
really, I had no sort of business. More ambitious in its
scope and longer in the telling, "Heart of Darkness" is
quite as authentic in fundamentals as "Youth.5* It is,
obviously, written in another mood. I won't charac-
terize the mood precisely, but anybody can see that it
is anything but the mood of wistful regret, of reminis-
cent tenderness.

One more remark may be added. "Youth" is a feat
of memory. It is a record of experience; but that ex-
perience, in its facts, in its inwardness and in its out-
ward colouring, begins and ends in myself. "Heart
of Darkness" is experience, too; but it is experience
pushed a little (and only very little) beyond the actual
facts of the case for the perfectly legitimate, I believe,
purpose of bringing it home to the minds and bosoms
of the readers. There it was no longer a matter of
sincere colouring. It was like another art altogether.
That sombre theme had to be given a sinister reso-
nance, a tonality of its own, a continued vibration that,
I hoped, would hang in the air and dwell on the ear
after the last note had been struck.

After saying so much there remains the last tale of
the book, still untouched. "The End of the Tether" is
a story of sea-life in a rather special way; and the most
intimate thing I can say of it is this; that having lived
that life fully, amongst its men, its thoughts and sen-
sations, I have found it possible, without the slightest
misgiving, in all sincerity of heart and peace of con-
science, to conceive the existence of Captain Whalley's
personality and to relate the manner of his end. This
statement acquires some force from the circumstance